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Body Shock 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by part of Slash\'s bio. There\'s a little word puzzle somewhere in this story. Cookie to the first 
person to spot it! 


A single, bare light bulb cast a harsh light over the filthy room. Thick dust had settled on every surface and 
would have landed on the room's single occupant if they hadn't been rocking back and forth. 


Curled in a corner, skin cold and clammy, was Izzy. Bare, pock-marked arms were wrapped around his skinny 
legs, hugging himself tight. He rocked, edgy and desperate. The lore of his next hit ate away at him, a painful 
crawling in his stomach and beneath his skin. Fingernails, encrusted with dirt, scratched at his skin, desperately 
trying to dig the need out. Soon, that was all his mind was thinking of. 


Shaking, he unwrapped himself and reached beside him, muscles shrieking as they convulsed, crying out to be 
fed. Trembling from the effort and with a spark of excitement in his heart, Izzy prepared the drugs. He would 
have smiled if his face would have let him. But he couldn't, the muscles set and painful. His last hit had been 


hours ago and now he was longing for another. The irritation of addiction was gnawing him from the inside out. 


His nose twitched at the smell of the bubbling liquid, glazed eyes watching as he drew it up into the syringe. 


With skilled eyes, he hunted for a usable vein. There were none to be found on his arms or legs. So, with the 
loaded syringe between his teeth, Izzy rubbed his foot, a vein finally rising to the surface. His breathing came 
in short, excited pants as he slid the needle deep under his skin He no longer winced at the tiny pain, his brain 
trained to know that there was blissful satisfaction at the end of it. Blood flowed upwards, mixing into a potent 
cocktail of pleasure before his thumb pressed the plunger, dumping the sweet solution into his system. 


A warm feeling of euphoria eclipsed him, racing through his veins and straight to his brain. Like snakes, his 
muscles began to uncoil and Izzy found himself slumping forwards. The syringe was still clutched in his hand as 
his body relaxed for the first time in hours. With his head resting on the threadbare carpet, Izzy floated 
away, the syrupy warmth engulfing him. Smiling a little, he closed his eyes and let the heroin carry him away. 


Somewhere, Izzy couldn't determine where, a voice like settling snow spoke to him. 
Sleep.. Sleep forever Izzy.. Im coming fo take you home now.. Take you somewhere safe.. Away from here.. 
"Yes," he slurred, a smile on his lips. 


Everything seemed to slow. He could hear his heart beating, the pulses becoming more and more irregular. 
Everything around him melted away. The sound of traffic was becoming a distant memory and the last images 
of his dirty apartment slowly followed. He choked as his breathing faltered but he didn't care; he was going 


home. 


woun 


Something cold and wet hit his face and Izzy coughed at the gritty taste in his mouth. He was cold, dampness 
soaking through his thin clothes. Slowly he opened his eyes and focused on a bright rectangle of light above 
him as a stern voice assaulted his ears. 


"Our Father who art in Heaven. Hallowed be thy name." More damp soil was thrown onto him, landing with a 


soft thump on his chest. "Thy kingdom come, thy will be done. On earth as it is in Heaven" 


Terror swooped through him as the realisation of where he was hit him. Izzy tried to shout and tell them that 
he was alive but his mouth and throat were filled with foul tasting earth. Struggling, he attempted to sit up 
but pain at his wrists and ankles told him that he was going nowhere. Turning his head, he spat out a mouthful 
of rotting soil and saw thick metal shackles at each wrist. He tugged again, desperately trying to free himself. 
A pained scream managed to escape his lips as the shackles dug into his flesh. Terrified, Izzy watched as slime 
began to trickle from beneath the metal bands. He felt himself gag, bile rising in his stomach as the stench 
from the bloody mixture reached his nose. 


More earth rained down on him as the voice continued, "Jeffrey Dean Isbell, | commit your body to the earth. 


May your soul rest in peace." 


Behind the voice he could hear others. Many were crying, a few were mumbling about his untimely death. A 
particularly violent sob pierced the air and he recognised the voice of his mother. Tears glazed his grit filled 


eyes and he gave another pull on the chains, desperate to escape and comfort her. 
Ím sorry mom, he thought. Sorry for everything 


Trembling with fear and cold, Izzy watched as a single black rose fell into the hole, landing on his chest. The 
second it touched him the thorns lengthened into vicious hypodermic needles, penetrating deep into his skin. He 


let out a cry, his voice rattling and husky as the colour drained from the petals an into his veins. 


A red hot pain flashed through him as his veins shattered like glass, the sewage-like junk flowing from his 
pores and filling the grave. Izzy tried to scream, tried to let someone know that he was alive but his mouth 
was filled with the stinking gunk Like a fish out of water, he gasped as it flowed into his lungs, choking and 
drowning him. He thrashed around, scared and in pain, as he tried to save himself. With a final choking gasp, his 
body finally shut down, a victim of his own abuse. 


Izzy didn't know what happened next but he found himself standing beside a grave, staring at the headstone. 
Stepping forward, he bent down to read it. He quickly recoiled as his eyes finally made sense of it. 


Jeffrey Dean bell 
April 8th [62 - October Bth 1189 


Forever in our hearts, 
h Heaven now, 

Living among the angels, 
Thoughtful and caring, 
He left us too soon, 


Young and now free. 


ust a young man, 
Under the earth, 
Never to return, 
Killed by a drug, 
Í wam you now, it 


Ends lke this. 
A harrowing scream left Izzy's lungs and filled the air of the cemetery. 


wun 


The scream carried on, lingering and reverberating around the room as Izzy's body convulsed back to life. 


Rolling onto his side, he vomited against the wall, bile covering the nicotine stained paint. Again and again his 


stomach cramped, emptying what little substance was in it around him. Finally, shaking and sweating, Izzy looked 
up. He was back, back from wherever he'd been and lying in his disgusting junkie den 


Lying in a pool of his own, stinking vomit, Izzy cried. Loud, body shaking sobs rocked him as he clutched himself 
scared. He'd danced with death once too often and this was his final warning. Very little scared him but this 
had. He knew he had to get out, had to quit and leave his drug drenched dreams behind. 


Shaking, he struggled to his hands and knees and crawled to the phone. The horror of what he'd seen still fresh 
in his mind, the stench of death and disease still trapped in his nostrils. Dragging the phone from the table, he 
curled himself around it as he dialled a number. Tears streamed down his face as he listened to the distant 


ringing, begging it to be answered. Finally, it was. 
"Dad," he sobbed. "| need you to come and get me." 


~~~The End 


